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"This is fucking bullshit, man" Kirk yelled across the room to James, who was laying down shirtless on his 
small bed that he was forced to share with Kirk "This is why the band hasn't gotten anywhere yet, because 


of you wasting all our fucking money." 

He ran his hand through his mane of curly black hair. "This is the third time that you failed on your dealings. 
If you're gonna buy smack, then at least sell it and pay your dealer back" Kirk said, slipping his hand down his 
back pocket and fishing out his wallet. He opened it up and flipped it open to see what was inside. 


A sigh left his mouth once he saw that there was nothing in the cash slot. He shook the wallet a few times, 


and a few coins fell onto the floor. He bent down to pick the up; there was a dime and a penny. 


He slammed his fist against the floor frames and looked up at James, who was still laying on the bed. "Fucking 


eleven cents, dude." 


James sat up and grabbed a shirt that was sitting next to him on the bed, slipping it on quickly and looking at 
Kirk. "Got six hundred and fifty four dollars more?" 


Kirk rolled his eyes and walked over to him. "This isn't a joke. Ever since Mustaine left this damn band, 
Metallica's been broke." 


James shook his head. "Why are you complaining? If the money-making bastard was still in the band, you 
wouldn't be!" 


Kirk shook his head. "We've had this recording deal for five months, James. And we're still stuck in LA, living in 
a two bedroom apartment with Cliff and Lars, with no food and no money to make our first record.” 


James sighed and stood up. "Fine, I'll go talk to the dude." He walked over to the door and walked out, over to 


the front door. He looked back at Kirk, who was standing in the door frame of their room. "You coming?" 
Kirk looked around. "Why would |?" 


"Because if you're there, less likely of a chance I'll get shot because | don't have the money." James said, 


opening up the front door. 
Kirk walked a few steps closer to the door. "Oh, so you're gonna risk my life because of your failure to pay?" 
James shrugged a bit. "Dude, I'm not making you go." 


Kirk shook his head and ran a hand through his hair, studying the choices. "Fuck, man. | can't just let you die." 
He said, walking out the door. 


James grinned and grabbed the keys that were hanging from the wall, quickly walking out and jumping into the 


drivers seat. 


"Is this the place?" Kirk asked, rolling down the window once they pulled into a small, wore down building's 


parking lot. 


James nodded and took the keys out of the ignition, looking over at Kirk and taking a breath. "Well, here goes 
nothing.” They both quickly jumped out of the car and walked to the front door. James rang the door bell and 
stuffed his hands in his pockets anxiously. 


After a few minutes of waiting timidly, the door swung open and a middle-aged man with black hair swept 


across his face stood in front of them. "Yes?" 


"U-uh, hi. yes, I'm here to talk to you." James said, shaking. 

He laughed and rolled his eyes. "Look, kid. I'm not here to talk, just tell me what you want. Blowjob? A good-old 
fuck? We got plenty of whores up in this place, let me just get you a clip-board" He quickly turned around and 
walked farther into the house. 


Kirk looked over at James and raised an eyebrow. James shrugged and walked into the house, following the man, 


The man stopped in front of a table. "Here's a few pictures of the girls we have open this hour." He handed 


James a clip board. 
James bit his lip and didn't glance at it. "No, lim not here for that." 


Kirk's eyes widened as he glanced down at the pictures on the clipboard. "Hell, | aml" He grabbed the clipboard 


and grinned. 


James looked over at Kirk and whacked the clip board out of his hand. "Stop it, we're here for business.” He 


looked back over to the man. "You don't remember me?" 
The man raised an eyebrow. "Look kid, | get hundreds of people in here a week for business. What's your name, 
| got everyone's names and amounts due on list." He walked back behind the table and opened up a drawer. 


"Name, please." 


James wiped the sweat beating down on his forehead away, looking at the man nervously. "J-james Hetfield" He 


shuddered. 

The man flicked through files and pulled out a huge binder with a giant ‘H on the front. "Ah, right here." He 
pulled out a sheet of paper. "Ah, yes. Today's your due day, that'll be six-hundred and fifty-four dollars, 
please." He said to James with a small smile. 


"You see, that's the problem." James said, biting his lip. "| don't have the money.’ 


The man's smile quickly faded. He quickly walked around the desk and grabbed James’ neck with both hands. 
"You think you're fucking funny, kid?" 


James swallowed hard. "No sir." He choked. 
The man quickly let go of his neck and looked over at Kirk. "And what about you, Mexican? You got any cash?" 
Kirk narrowed his eyebrows. "Hey! lm not Mexican! I'm Filipino!" He said to the man. "But, no | don't" 


The man glared at both of them. 


"And half Irish." Kirk said 

James looked over at Kirk. "Shut up!" He said. 

The man shook his head. "Look, you wanna play a game for this?" 

James raised an eyebrow. "What kind of game?" 

"Doesn't matter. Do you, yes or no?" He asked again. 

James shifted from side to a side for a second, not sure what to say. 

"Fuck yes he does!" Kirk yelled 

James looked over at Kirk with wide eyes. "What the fuck are you doing?!" He asked, 
"We're broke, what else are you supposed to say?" Kirk said, and James shook his head. 


The man laughed and grabbed a cigarette from his back pocket. "I dumped my girlfriend yesterday because she 
was a hard-to-get, cock-teasing bitch." He lit up the cigarette and placed it in his mouth. 


"Sounds like a personal problem. Kirk said with a small chuckle. 


The man glared at Kirk. "Do you think this is fucking funny, kid? First, you come in and disrespect me by 
dropping my clipboard and now this?" 


Kirk let out another small laugh and tried to hold a straight face. 


The man shook his head and looked back over at James. "Anyway, she wouldn't have sex with me and is a 


nineteen year old virgin IF you can get her to have sex with you in the next 48 hours, you're off the hook" 
James smiled. "Well, that should be easy." 


The man shook his head. "What, you think I'm going to let you easily get away with this? No, this, this will be a 
challenge. Have fun with it" 


Kirk spoke up. "How will you know if he did it or not?" 


The man chuckled. "She tells me everything, I'll know." He walked back around his desk and placed James’ file 


back into the desk "You have 48-hours, Hetfield. Or else I'll find you." 


James nodded quickly. "So who is this girl?" 


He slid a small Polaroid across the desk. James picked it up and looked at it. It was a tiny, petite girl with dark 


cherry red hair and huge eyes. She looked about sixteen, no where near nineteen 
He looked at the man. "No name? No address?" 


"You agreed to the game, Hetfield These are the rules." He said, looking at James in the eye. "Now FUCK OFF!" 
He yelled. 


James quickly spun around on his heels and ran for the door. 


Kirk was still standing in the same spot. "So, | can't get a BJ from one of those girls on the clipboard?" He 


asked the man. 


"Kirk, you fucking thirteen year old! Let's go!" James yelled, and Kirk sighed and walked over to the door. They 
both walked outside and got back into the car. 


James sighed and looked down at the Polaroid again. Fuck, this was going to be difficult. 


Effy 
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Cherry red hair with a set of sparkling brown eyes. Her skin was pale and her teeth were perfectly white, yet 
a bit crooked. A pair of full, pink lips and rosy cheeks. She wore her hair with straight down bangs that 
covered her semi-large forehead. She wasn't wearing too much makeup; more of a natural look, but you could 


tell that she had some eye makeup on her eyes. Light though. 


James threw his fist against the wheel. How was he going to find this girl in the massive city he lived in? It's 
not like he had a name, he had her look and was forced to find her. 


The time was 9:45 PM. Three hours had passed and he was still staring at the damn picture. He cringed at the 
thought of having that man chase him for his money. 


"Fuck this." He said, twisting the key in the car, starting it up. He pulled out of the driveway and raced down 
the street to the bar around the corner. He pulled on the side of the road, accidentally hitting a trash can, but 


ignoring it. 


He jumped out of the car quickly and flew into the bar, taking a set at the counter top. His head fell into his 
hands, taking a deep breath as he groaned "Four vodka shots," to the bar tender. 


He lifted his head up once the bar tender handed them to him. He took the first one and shot it down his 
throat. 


"What the fuck is that?" He said, a poster on the wall grabbing his attention. It read ‘Metallica: The downtown 
thrash (or as we call: trash) band from LA who can't get their shit together. Losing their lead guitar player 


must have been a hit to them for not producing any music: what sellouts.’ 


He angrily downed another shot and ignored the poster, skimming the others. There had to be hundreds of 
posters on that wall; each stuck up with thumb tacks. 


And then one caught his attention. It was a poster for a comedy club showing for a girl named Effy, spelled in 
huge red letters with a picture of her face on it. 


James jumped up from his stool and ran over to the wall, taking a closer look at the poster. The girl had 
brown hair in the picture, but the picture had the date of ‘82 on it, which was last year. It was her, it was 
the girl on the photo. 


He ripped the poster down and walked back over to the bar. "Is there a comedy club around here?" He asked 
the man, who shook his head. 


"No, but we do have comedy here every night." He responded, and James’ face lit up. 
"Does a girl named Effy perform here?" He asked the man 

"Yes, Effy is our only female comedian. She performed about an hour ago." 

James frowned. "Fuck, is she doing any later shows?" 

The bar tender shook his head. "I'm afraid not." 


Well, fuck's sake, that's great. He crumpled up the poster in his hand and threw it on the ground, walking out 
of the bar and over to his car. 


"Damnit!" He yelled, kicking the side of his car in frustration 


He didn't know what he was going to do, this girl could be anywhere. And he didn't have enough time to waste 
another day to find her at tomorrow night's show. 


He turned around and walked back to the bar entrance, pushing his way through the main doors and walking 
back over to the bar tender. "Do you know where | can find her?" 


The bar tender sighed. "She does stand up for parties almost every night for income. She's performing at the 
party on main street tonight." 


James grinned and didn't bother thanking the man, he quickly ran out of the bar and back over to the car. 


"Main street, eh?" He said to himself, smirking as he turned the car on and started driving. 


